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" What! " the others responded.   " C'est infame ! "   .

" They have such exquisite throats ! " a delicate young *girl
/hined.

" There are many others/' one of the soldiers winked and
wirled his moustache.

" Their hands and feet will be tickled until their mouths
>pen," I said.

The corporal laughed.

" Drive over to the Chateau de L'isle. You know where it is."

" Yes, citoyen."

I jumped upon the box.

" Allez, les taureaux," the driver urged his oxen.

The chateau had been deserted for some time.

We drove into the courtyard.

I told the corporal to wait for further orders and motioned
with uttermost disdain to the prisoners to precede me.

We entered the castle. I tore the prisoners' ropes. Catapha
and Salome threw their arms around my neck and kissed
me.

" Kotikokura !   Kotikokura! "

I warned them to keep silent and follow me into the cellar,
where I had a supply of clothing and forged passports.

We ran through the long tunnel built underneath the
courtyard. Half a mile from the castle three humble sons of
the Revolution emerged.

Two days later the Channel rocked us violently like an irate
nurse.

Yellower than the lemon I was sucking, I sat huddled in a
corner of the prow, near me Lakshmi, the tortoise, Mother of
the Universe, her carapace dazzling with jewels the shape of a
moon. She was munching a cabbage leaf. From time to time
she pecked at my ankle in sign of eternal affection. My weary
hand passed over her neck, more gnarled than an elephant's
trunk, more ancient than the stars.